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A mournefull Dittic ,entituled w=_ et 2 2 Rs 


Arewell,farewell,farcwell, 
bꝛaue Englands joy: 
Gone is thy friend 


that kept ther from annoy. 
Lament, lament, lament 


you Engliſh Peetes, 
La: nent yourloſle 
poſſeſt ſo many yeetes. 


Gone is thy Queenc, the 
paragon of time, 

On wyom grim death 
hath ſpꝛed his fatall line. 

Lament, lament, ic. 


Gone is that gem which 
God and man did loue, 


She hath vs left 
to dwell in heauen aboue. 


Lament, lament, tc. 


Por gallant Ladies 
of her P2incely traine, 


La:nent your loſſe 


pour loue,your hope, and gaine, | 


Lament,lament,tc. 


Weave wꝛing pour hands, 
= — in mourning werds, 
fo:th pour one, 
_—_ tongue in hart and deeds, 


Lament, lament, ic. 


Full foure and foztic pœres 
foure months ſeauen dapes, 


She did maintaine this realme 
in peece alwapes. 
Lament, lament c. 


In ſpite of Spaines pꝛoud Pope, | 
and all the rout, 
Who like ran 
ranging round about. 
Lament, lament, tc. 


Vith traiterous plots to ſlay 
her Nopall grace, 

Her realme, her lawes 
and Golpell to deface, 


Lament, lament, ic. 


Pet time and tide God ſtill 


was her defence, 
Cill foꝛ hi:nſelfe from vs 


he toe her hence 
Lament, lament, c. 


Vou Airgins all be waple 


for King Iames. 


To a pleaſant new tune. 


| We neede not to rehearſe 
what care what griefe, 
She ſtill endured, 
and all foꝛ our relicle. 
Lament, lament. ic. 


Ae nere not fo rehearſe 
what benefits, 

Hon all iniopd, what plcaſurcs 
and what gifts. 
Kament, lament, c. 


pour Airgin Qucne, 

That Phenir rare, 

on earth but ſildome ſe&ne, 
Lament, lament, tc. 


| With Angels wings ſhe pearſt 
the ſtarrie ſkie, 

Then death, grim death, 

| bath ſhat her moztall eye. 

Lament, lament, c. 


Von Nimphs that ſing and bathe, 
in Fountaines clœre: | 

Come lend pour helpe to ſing 

| in mournefull chere. 

* ament,lament, xc. 


All pon that doe pꝛofeſſe 


| 


Witch Roſes ſweefe, 


bedeck hir Pꝛincelp hearſe, 
Lament lament, xc. 


In all ſub 


 Bedeck that hearſe 


ſpꝛong from that famous Ring 
Ving Henric the eight. 


whole fame on earth doth ring 


Lament, lament, c. 


Now ts the time that we 
mult all foꝛget, 


Thy ſacred name 


| ohſwet Elizabeth, 
Lament, lament, ꝛc. 


Pꝛaping fo: King lames, 
as cacſt we pzaped ſoꝛ thee, 
itte loue 


and lopatt ie. 


Lament, lament, xc. 


Beſœching God to blem 
his Pateſtie 
With earthlp peace 
and heanens felicitie, 
Lament, lament, ꝛc. 


And make his raigne 


moꝛe pꝛoſperous here on earth 
Then was the raigne 


ſwet muſicks Art, 
Lap all aſide, your Apoll 


of late Elizabeth, 
Lament, lament c. 


Lute and Harpe, 
Lament, lament, ic. 


' Pourne O:gans. Flutes, 
mourne Sagbuts with ſad ſold: 
' Bourne Trumpcts ſhꝛill, 
mourne Coznets mute round, 
| Lament, lament, tc. 


| Por Poets ali bꝛaue Shakſpeare, | 


* Iohnſon, Greene, 
| Beſfow pour time to write 
foꝛ Englands Quene. 


Lament, lament, ic. 


Heturne pour ſongs and Sonnets 
and pour ſapes: 

To ſet foꝛth ſwerte 
Elizabeths pꝛaiſe. 

Lament, lament, c. 


In ſine all pou 
that lopall harts poſſeſſe, 


Wherefoze all vou 

that ſubieas true beare names 
Still pꝛay with me, and ſay 

God ſaue King Iames. 
Lament, lament, lament, 

you Engliſh Peeres, 
Lament your loſſe enioy d 


ſo many yecres. 
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